[There  is whispering.   Yermas  TWO SISTERS-IN-LAW enter.
They are dressed in mourning. In the silence, they start their washing.
Sheep bells are heard.]
FIRST LAUNDRESS: Are the shepherds leaving already?
THIRD LAUNDRESS: Yes, all the flocks leave today.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS [taking a deep breath]: I like the smell of sheep.
THIRD LAUNDRESS: You do?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Yes. And why not? The smell of what's ours.
Just as I like the smell of the red mud this river carries in the winter.
THIRD LAUNDRESS: Whims!
FIFTH LAUNDRESS [looking]: All the flocks are leaving together.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: It's a flood of wool. They sweep everything
along. If the green wheat had eyes it'd tremble to see them coming.
THIRD LAUNDRESS: Look how they run! What a band of devils!
FIRST LAUNDRESS: They're all out now, not a flock is missing.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Let's see. No ... Yes, yes. One is missing.
FIFTH LAUNDRESS: Which one?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Victor's.
[The TWO SISTERS-IN-LAW sit up and look at each other.}
FOURTH LAUNDRESS [singing]:
Here in this icy current
let me wash your lace.
Just like a glowing jasmine
is your laughing face.
I would like to live
within the tiny snowstorm
that the jasmines give.
FIRST LAUNDRESS:
Alas for the barren wife!
Alas for her whose breasts are sand I
FIFTH LAUNDRESS:
Tell me if your husband
has fertile seed
so water through your clothes
will sing indeed.
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